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spite of these undoubted blemishes, the picture was
on the whole a fair one.

They allowed themselves to become romantic and
sentimental. He took her boating on the river that
flowed by the end of his garden. They drove together.
They had music at midnight in her drawing-room, he
singing, she accompanying him at the pianoforte, the
yellow candle-light gilding the polished wood of the
instrument, a bowl of pale flowers, the white arms and
shoulders of the Princess.

She reminded him that he had once called her a
"candle-light woman".

They were by the pianoforte. She was teaching him
some French songs, and they haci just tried one over
for the tenth time. Now, for a few minutes, they
paused, idle, peaceful, happy.

"That was true/' he replied lazily, "you are a candle-
light woman."

He gazed at her across the top of the pianoforte,
along which he had sprawled his long figure.

"Or perhaps not a woman at all/' he amended, after
a moment.

The cryptic afterthought caused her to glance up
quickly.

"Why not a woman, Norton?"

"You know why," he said.

Her hands played lightly over the keys.

"Do you think I shall always be white marble? " she
asked, gravely, with her eyes lowered upon the key-
board.

"So long as you are afraid."

"Afraid of what?"

"Of loving."

The hands became still.   The little tune she had